Moth Into Flame 


Author: softpages 

Bands: Metallica 

Characters: Kirk Hammett, Lars Ulrich 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Oct 12 2019 09:38:48 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Moth Into Flame 


Author's Notes: 

helloooo :-)) this is a concept ive been thinking about for so long now so i finally decided to sit down and put it 
into action. i hope its not too out of character or anything, at some points i feel like it could be for both lars 
and kirk. i hope its not overly bad though :-( but! i must say, dom kirk is superior. Period. this is set in tba 
era. enjoy, lemme know what you think! 


Kirk absentmindedly strokes the skin of Lars' back, enjoying the warmth of the drummer perched in his lap. He 
stares off at the TV in front of them, barely focusing on the shitty late-night show that was playing. 


He could only focus the grinding against his right thigh, and the breathless whimpers next to his ear. 


Lars' arms tighten along Kirk's neck, stuttering on his thrusts after one particular one sends shivers down his 
spine. His voice hitches, goosebumps rising on his skin 


Kirk slowly slips his hands under the seams of Lars’ shorts, gripping his ass and pulling him back against his 
thigh. 


Lars shudders, brokenly moaning at the feeling. 

"Kirk." 

"Hmm?" he answers, only barely an acknowledgement to the other boy. 

Lars tucks his face further into the crook of Kirk's neck, trembling in his arms. The guitarist averts his eyes 
from the TV, pressing his lips to his temple. Lars leans back to capture him in a heated kiss, and Kirk's 
moustache tickles Lars' upper lip as he pants into his mouth. 

He was desperate, and so so turned on. Kirk couldn't help but chuckle at how glassy Lars eyes are when he 
pulls back, or at how flushed his cheeks are without him even doing anything but allowing the younger to 
simply use his thigh. It makes a rush of heat coil in his stomach at the sight. 

Kirk shifts Lars more to the middle, so his grinding causes both of their clothed erections to meet. He acted 
unbothered before, but with Lars right next to his ear, he couldn't help but get worked up at all the noises he 
was letting out. Lars even tried to force moans back to avoid being too loud, but Kirk could hear those 
anyways. 

He pulls Lars forward again, thrusting his hips up at the same time, tearing a groan out of him from the 
much needed friction Lars gasps and throws his head back, and Kirk repeats his motion He pushes Lars onto 
himself much rougher than what he was doing before, and the pressure on his hard-on makes Lars tense all 
over. 

"Kirk.. f-fuck." he pants, keeping hazy eye contact with the guitarists smirking face. 

"You like that?" 

Lars nods, his mass of hair tumbling around over his shoulders, beginning to stick to his skin from sweat. 
"l-I want you inside me," he whispers, "please," 

Kirk bites his lip not to groan from Lars' overwhelming gaze. "Yeah? Want me to fuck you?" 


" Yeah.. C'mon.. don't tease me.." 


Kirk shakes his head slightly, grinning. He helps Lars shimmy out of his shorts and briefs, and as Lars goes to 
lifts his shirt above his head, Kirk unbuttons his own jeans. 


Lars situates himself back over Kirk's thighs, watching as the elder strokes his own cock in front of him, 


making Lars wait. It drove him mad. 


He also happened to be completely naked, while Kirk was still completely clothed. He thinks it's pretty unfair in a 
way, but he can't deny that he likes the humiliation of being so exposed, being so worked up in comparison to 


Kirk. 


He finds himself gaping at the sight of Kirk's toned hand twisting around his length, losing himself in the sight 
before he hears a sort of tsk-tsk noise above him to snap him out of it, and feels two fingers pressing against 


his bottom lip. 


He trails his gaze up to meet Kirk's, now dark with lust. He lets him slowly slip his fingers into his mouth, 
gently wrapping his lips around them, pressing his tongue flat against the digits. He stares at Kirk with lidded 
eyes, watching the way he shudders. 


He opens his mouth wide, letting Kirk watch his tongue work around his fingers, wetting them well with his 
saliva. He closes his lips and moans around them, giving Kirk a bit of a show. He can't deny that it turns him 


on, especially knowing it was turning the elder on as well. 


Kirk doesn't necessarily have ginormous hands, but seeing the way they almost look too big for Lars’ small 
mouth, as he struggles to take them in fully, almost makes him come right there. He wishes he could be 
making Lars gag around something else, but he'll save it for another day. 


Once Kirk feels his fingers are slick enough, he slips them from Lars' mouth, a string of saliva connecting them 


as he pulls away, until it breaks back against Lars' slick lips. 


Kirk wraps his free arm around Lars’ waist, pulling him forward so he can have easier access to his hole. Lars 


rests his cheek on Kirk's chest, allowing himself to relax as Kirk slips one finger deep inside him. 

It pulls a pained groan from the drummer, to which Kirk hushes with a few kisses and praises along his skin. 
He feels Lars relax around him, and begins to thrust his finger in slowly. Soon enough, he has Lars pushing 
back against him, silently begging for more. So he lets his second finger slip in, stretching him out further. 


Lars whines from pain and pleasure, writhing as Kirk begins to pick up speed and scissor his fingers. 


He pushes them deep, finding it easier to do so now, before curling, searching, and eventually tearing out a loud 


yelp from the boy in his arms. He laughs, sultry and mocking. 

"Found it," he cheers, continuing to press at Lars‘ sweet spot. This brings out the sweetest noises from Lars, 
ones he barely bothers to try and suppress. His cock felt like it was going to burst, and he felt lightheaded 
from his desperate state. 


"6-God.. please.." 


Kirk adjusts himself, tapping Lars‘ hip to sit up, before holding his cock so just the head was pressing against 


Lars' entrance. 


"Please what, baby?" 

He wanted to hear him beg. Wanted to drag it out until Lars was shaking and pleading, 

Lars groans, "Please just fuck me already." 

Lars tries to sink down, but Kirk simply moves himself out of the way, teasing him even further. 

"You want this cock?" A nod. "How bad?" 

"So bad," Lars whimpers, dragging his nails down Kirk's clothed chest, sobbing out a moan of frustration 
"Please, Kirk.. I'l do anything, c'mon.. Please! 


His last plead turns into a wail as Kirk finally pushes inside of him, and he throws his head back against the 
headrest of the couch, groaning at the tight heat. 


Lars sinks down to the very hilt, his jaw open in a silent groan at the stretch. Though within seconds, he 
begins to bounce on Kirk's cock like a champ, nearly making the guitarist's eyes roll back from the sudden 


change. Denim scratches his sensitive skin with every bounce, but Lars was too far gone to care. 


Kirk's eyes shoot open, and he watches the way Lars pants and claws at his clothes, moaning shamelessly with 


his head thrown back. 

Kirk throws one arm over the rest of the couch, his other going to rest his hand on Lars’ hip. 

His hand tightens along the flesh, knowing he could leave a bruise on the sensitive skin. Lars tightens around 
him from the sensation. He pants into the air above them, pushing his hips down hard, gyrating along Kirk's 
cock, making the elder groan and slap his ass in response. Lars feels him give a twitch of interest inside of 
him, so he continues the same movement to tease Kirk. 

"You're fuckin’ pretty like this, you like bouncing on my cock?" 

Lars nods, giggling breathlessly. 

Kirk bites his bottom lip, staring at Lars through hazy eyes. He moves his arm from the back of the couch to 
instead wrap his other hand around Lars’ waist. He urges him to move up and down again, allowing Lars to rest 
and let him do the work. 


"Kirk.. f-fuck, fuck," Lars sobs, hands shaking where they tangle in the curls spilling over Kirk's shoulders. 


"Fuck, yeah, you're so good for me, good boy," Kirk groans through gritted teeth, his orgasm creeping just 


around the corner. 


Lars falls forward, wrapping his arms around Kirk's neck once more. His moans became more high-pitched and 
uncontrollable with this angle hitting him dead on Kirk shifts his hips forward on the couch a little, and the 


barely audible plead next to his ear is enough for him to lose control. 


He wraps his hands tight around Lars’ waist, and drives his hips up into the other. Lars arches his back in 
surprise, gasping. Kirk develops a fast, rough rhythm, and Lars' pathetic wails match in time with every 
thrust. With Kirk's legs still enclosed, he couldn't move as well as he wanted to, but it was enough force to 


have Lars nearly screaming. 
Kirk leans his forehead against Lars' shoulder, his body trembling and threatening to do him in. 
"Please.. Please.. K-Kirk, please. Let me come, p-ple-ase.” 


Lars had Kirk's hair in a death grip, and the slight tugging with his movement was enough for him to just 
barely be able to hold on. 


"C'mon, come for me. Let me fuckin’ hear you," Kirk turns his head to barely manage out, pushing out a couple 


more rough thrusts up, before burying himself to the hilt and sending both of them over. 


Lars cries out, his whole body convulsing in pleasure, with bunches of tiny gasps and curses in both English 
and Danish tumbling out of his lips. Kirk latches his teeth to the skin of Lars’ collarbone, stifling his noises, but 


inevitably letting the most broken of moans out as he comes deep inside Lars. 


After a few moments of catching their breaths, Lars leans back to plant soft kisses onto Kirk's lips. Kirk 
moves his hands to tuck Lars‘ tangled hair behind his ears, cupping his cheeks. 


"Okay. That was hot, but lets go get you cleaned up, m'kay?" 


Lars nods, already getting a little sleepy in Kirk's embrace. He moves heavy legs off of Kirk's lap, needing help 


to stand. Kirk chuckles, watching him stand alike to a newborn deer. 


He admires his handiwork, seeing his cum beginning to seep out of Lars, and he bites his lip in a smile at the 
sight. He gives a good slap to Lars’ ass, drawing out one final yelp before leading him to the bathroom to get 


showered up. 


